THE   LITERATURE   OF   ESCAPE
bridges which connect lake-island with hillside, and
have watched for hours a couple of mediaeval figures in
a mediaeval punt scouring the bottom of the lake. A
beautiful wood-and-paper Japanese house crowns one of
the little hills in this perfect garden, a house where my
friends and I drank, out of frail cups, the finest Japanese
tea. And here it was that I first heard of Teaism—the
ceremony I saw in the garden at Tokyo. . . . Properly
to drink and appreciate tea, you must drink it in a
beautiful garden. In order to appreciate both, it is
necessary that you should be able, at will, to attune
your mind to beautiful things—and, say the Japanese,
none are more beautiful than Gentleness (which means
kindness), Good Manners (which, to my mind, is the
same thing), and the Courage which makes the Perfect
Knight/
That passage is from the pen of a man who, I thought,
never wrote anything, but only dictated. It is from
My Journey Round the World^ by the late Lord Northcliffe.
Under the heading of history—exceedingly exciting
history—may be included the series of * Escape7 books
for which The Bodley Head is famous. Of these, The
Road to En-Dor', by E. H, Jones, and The Escaping
Club, by A. J. Evans, are among the War-books that
will never die. Another historian, this time of a period
more remote, is Mr. Frederick Chamberlin, author of
The Private Character of Queen Elizabeth^ who inhabits,
I believe, one of the Balearic Islands, but comes to
London, from time to time, to prosecute his researches
at the British Museum. I have heard that, finding the
chairs in the Reading Room there not quite up to his
standard of comfort, he was not backward in asking
leave of the authorities to import a more luxurious
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